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whose nose and ears are cut,

like the devilish child Bhasmasura19.

How can you have lasting faith?

How can the light shine steadily?

Our love, friendship and compassion

have become dirty

with the change of hands.

Unadulterated goods

are not found in this shop.

Food, cooked in vegetable oil

has become

the food for your soul!

How can you present

this dusty and dirty offering .

with hands of idealism?

How can you sell

the golden dream

of the human race?

Lives, lost in endless agony,
a dreadful forest-fire
burning the Khandava20 woods.
GandeevP, guarding it,
with his deadly bow and arrows,
blocking the rain of compassion
to extinguish the flames.
Even Maya22, can't be saved.
Our civilization and culture,
the fruits of devotion and dedication,
have become an offering
to the hunger of the fire-god.
Worlds are burning,
sins, hidden beneath the earth,
are unearthed,